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Then he did it for her. She held out that hand and looked
at it. Deep purple bruises were forming back and front and
it was swelling to shapelessness. A little blood was still oozing.
She tried to work her fingers and could not. " I reckon that's
the end of it," she said, and it was only then that Theo
remembered her music. Tears again broke from his eyes
and he tried to put his arm about her to comfort her. But
she would not have it. " Bind it up again," she said, When
he had done that, there was a timid knock at the front door.
Theo went to see who it was, and found Thumbelina there.
She came running into the sitting-room, crying : " I've come
back, Miss Dillworth. Whatever she says or does, I'll always
come back." Then, seeing the bandaged hand, she cried in
fright: " Oo! You've been hurted! "

"Sit down, Thumbs," Elsie said, patting the chair that
Theo had left. "Thank you for coming back. Yes, I'm
afraid I've been hurt."

Theo had returned, and was standing just within the
room. He was astonished by her tranquillity. " And now,"
she said to him, " you'd better go. There's nothing more to
wait for, is there ? Now that Thumbs is here, I shall be all
right till the doctor comes."

Still he could not believe that this was the end, but she
turned from him as though he were no longer there, and he
teok his hat from the haflstand and went, walking for hours
through the dark night before he could trust himself alone
hi his room.

When he was gone, Elsie said: "Thumbs, go up and
bring down my fiddle, will you ? "

" Oo, Miss Dillworth," the child said, " you can't play
with a hand like that! And your lovely dress is all to bits."

" No, Thumbs, I certainly can't play with a hand like
that, and I'm afraid a great many things are all to bits.
Now go and do as I tell you."

Thumbelina went, her mind deeply puzzled by the
tattered dress, the wounded hand and the disordered room.
Vaguely she put it all down to her mother's visit. Where
her mother went, wounds and broken furniture and clothing
snatched-at and torn sooner or later followed. She took the
violin downstairs.

" Open the case," Elsie said.   " I can't manage it."

Thumbelina took the violin out of the case, and Elsie
held it in her left hand. She looked at its rich and lovely